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quicker. Pavel stirred the sugar in his glass with his usual
slow care and sprinkled salt evenly over his bread—the
crust, which he always preferred. The khokhol shifted his
feet under the table (he never could find a comfortable
position for his feet) and watched a sunbeam refracted by
the tea dance over wall and ceiling.
"When I was about ten years old, I thought I'd catch
the sun in a glass,'* he said. "So I took a glass, sneaked
up on a spot of sun, and—bang with the glass! I cut my
hand and got a good beating besides. After the beating I
went out in the garden, and when I saw the sun reflected
in a puddle, I stamped on it for all I was worth. My
clothes got splashed, and I was given another beating. So
I took revenge by sticking out my tongue at the sun and
shouting, 'It didn't hurt, you redheaded devil! It didn't
hurt!' Somehow that made ine feel better."
"What made you call it redheaded?" laughed Pavel.
"Across the street from us lived a big redfaced smith
with a red beard. He was a jolly, kindhearted fellow, and
it seemed to me the sun was like him."
When the mother could stand it no longer, she said,
"Why don't you talk about how you're going to march
today?"
"It would just mix things up to talk about what's al-
ready been decided," said the khokhol gently. "If by any
chance they arrest us all, nenko, Nikolai Ivanovich will
come and tell you what to do."
"Very well," said the mother with a sigh.
"What if we went for a walk?" said Pavel dreamily.
"Better stay home for the present," answered Andrei.
"Why tantalise the police ahead of time? They know
you well enough as it is."
Feodor Mazin came running in, his face shining, his
cheeks flaming. His joyous excitement broke the strain
of their waiting.
"Things have started!" he said. "The people are stir-
ring. Coming out into the street with set faces. Vesov-
shchikov and Vasya Gusev and Samoilov are standing at

